H2                 HOURS IN A LIBRARY
A cold, long-winded native of the deep,
and fitly sentenced to dive where Fleet Ditch
Rolls the large tribute of dead dogs to Thames ;
and most certainly we must deny the present applicability
of the note upon ' Magazines ' compiled by Pope, or rather
by Warburton, for the episcopal bludgeon is perceptible in
the prose description. They are not at present c the erup-
tion of every miserable scribbler, the scum of every dirty
newspaper, or fragments of fragments picked up from every
dirty dunghill . . . equally the disgrace of human wit,
morality, decency, and common sense.' But if the trans-
lator of the ' Dunciad7 into modern phraseology would have
some difficulty in finding a head for every cap, there are
perhaps some satirical stings which have not quite lost
their point. The legitimate drama, so theatrical critics tell
us, has not quite shaken off the rivalry of sensational scenery
and idiotic burlesque, though possibly we do not produce
absurdities equal to that which, as Pope tells us, was actually
introduced by Theobald, in which
Nile rises. Heaven descends, and dance on earth
Gods, imps, and monsters, music, rage, and mirth,
A fire, a jig, a battle and a ball,
Till one wide conflagration swallows all.
There is still facetiousness which reminds us too forcibly
that
Gentle Dulness ever loves a joke,
and  even  sermons, for which we may apologise on the
ground that
Dulness is sacred in a sound divine.
Here and there, too, if we may trust certain stern reviewers,
there are writers who have learnt the principle that